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clean and shining as a new saucepan. They
were, both of them, so proud of it that they dreamt
of it at night*

Deborah had but seldom any time for rest and
reflection; she did not, indeed, desire it. On
this particular afternoon, however, she was ex-
pecting her sister-in-law, Sarah Henries, and some
members of her family to dinner at four o'clock;
they would remain for the night and return to Fell
House on the following day. Everything was
ready for them, the Guest Room prepared, the
dinner preparing. AH day she had had with her
Humphrey's letter. Only now was she free to
settle herself and read some of it. Her excitement
was as intense as though Humphrey himself had
made a sudden unexpected appearance*

Mr. Sunwood came in from tending a pig* who
led (unwitting his destiny) a greedy and contented
life in a sty at the back of the house; close to-
gether on the settee, his hand resting often on her
plump shoulder, they read the letter* Humphrey
began with loving messages to everyone. Then
he had many things to tell of London: the eating-
house where he had paid a shilling for his dinner
of meat and pudding, the Thames with Jts fine
bridges and noble arches^ the hackney coaches*
the dangers of the streets where the coaches and
carts crowded so closely that there was scarcely
room to move, and the noise so fierce that you
must step into the quiet of a shop if you wanted
to converse with a friend, a ship on land near the
Tower ^that was a trap for pressing simple people
into being sailors, the signs outside the shops with